Parker's Sea Fight. 


A NEW SONG. 
Tune—Ceaſe, rude Boreas ! 


ON a ſummer's Sunday morning, 

Ere the ſun had ſhewn his face, 
Gallant Parker, danger ſcorning, 
Spy'd a ſail, and call'd to chaſe. 

For the action all got ready; 

Seeming fear no breaſt beſet ; 

Chiefs more brave, and men more ſteady, 
Never on the ocean met. 


Now begins the deadly thunder! 

Noiſe and rage diſturb the flood! 

Bullets rending limbs aſunder, 

Every deck runs down with blood! 

Stout the veſſels, great the ſlaughter! 
Many from the bloody fray, 

Lay like wrecks upon the water! 
Maſts and rigging tore away. 


Cloſe and fierce begins the firing; 
Briſkly anſwering gun for gun; 
Every moment lives expiring ! 
Not a ſhip attempts to run. 
Forty minutes and three hours, 
Did this dreadful combat hold ; 
And, of two contending powers, 
Which prevail*d, could ſcarce be told. 


Fame to honour, each bold failor 
Thro* the world ſhall make it known, 
On the waves that Britiſh valour 
Never more conſpicuous ſhone. 
From his colours no one ſhrinking; 
But upon the ſtormy main 
| Dutchmen ſaw the Holland ſinking, F N 3 
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Tho' no conqueſt great is ſounded, A 
Let the heart of pity crave , © 

Speedy comfort for the wounded! ©  ' BM 
For the dead, a wat*ry grave. q 

CommMERCE, at the conflift weeping, \ | 
Cries, © My ſons, your rage give oer; 

« Faith in treaties henceforth keeping, & 


1, % Cloſe the breach, and war no more]“ 
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